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If ye be willing and obedient, ye ſpall eat the Good of the 
Land.—But if ye refuſe and rebel, ye ſhall be devour'd with 
the Sword: For the Mouth of the Lox D hath ſpoken it. 
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HYMN TI. | 
The Ninth Chapter of DANIEL. 


F Gor, the Great, the Fearful Gon, 
To. Thee we humbly ſue for Peace, 
Groaning beneath a Nation's Load, | 
And cruſh'd by our own Wickedneſs, 
Our Guilt we tremble to declare, 
And pour out our fad Souls in Prayer. 


2 Thee we revere, the faithful Lok p, 
Keeping the Cov'nant of thy Grace, 
True to thine everlaſting Word, 
Loving to all who ſeek-thy Face, 
And keep thy kind Commands, and prove 
Their Faith by their obedient Love. 


3 But we have only Evil wrought, 
Have done to our good Gop Deſpite, - 
- Rebellious with our Maker fought, 
And ſinn d againſt the Goſpel-Light, 
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4 Hy Ms for Times 7 
Departed from his righteous Ways, 
And fallen, fallen from his Grace. 


We have not hearken'd to the Word 
The Prophets and Apoſtles ſpoke ; 
In them we difobey'd their Loxp; 

Our Princes have caſt off the Yoke, 
Our Kings thy ſovereign Will withſtood, 
Our Fathers have denied their Gop. 


5 The Eich and Poor, the High and Low, 
Have trampled on thy mild Command; 
The Floods of Wickedneſs o'erflow, 
And deluge all our guilty Land, 
45 and Prieſt lie drown'd in Sin, 
And Tophet yawns to take us in. 


6 Righteouſneſs, Lorxp, belongs to Thee, 
But Guilt to us, and foul Diſgrace, 
Confuſion, Shame, and Miſery 
Is due to all our faithleſs Race, 
Scatter d by Sin where'er we rove, 
Vile Rebeis *gainſt thy Pard'ning Love. 


7 Confuſion, Miſery, and Shame 
Our loudly-crying Sins require, 
Our Princes, Kings, and Fathers claim 
Their Portion in eternal Fire; 
For All the downward Path have trod, 
For All have finn'd againſt their Goo. 


8 But O, Forgiveneſſes are Thine 
Far above all our Hearts conceive, 
The glorious Property Divine 
Is ſtill to pity and forgive, | 
With Thee 1s full Redemption found, 
And Grace doth more than Sin abound, 


9 All may in Thee our gracious LorD 
Forgiveneſſes and Mercies find, 
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Tho! we thy Warnings have abhorr'd, Ng 
And caſt thy Precepts all behind, 
The Voice Divine refas'd t'obey, 
And ſtarted from thy plaineſt Way. 


10 All [/facl have tranſgreſs'd thy Law, 
And therefore did the Curſe take Place, 
Our Sins did all thy Judgments draw 
In Showers on our devoted Race, 
Thou haſt fulfll'd thy threatning Word. 
We bear the Fury of the Lozp.. 


11 Juflly we all thine Anger bear, 
Chaſtis'd for our Iniquity, T 
Yet made we not our hamble Prayer, 1 
Vet have we not return'd to Thee, 
Renounc'd our Sins, or long' d to prove 
The Truth of thy Forgiving Love. 


12 Therefore the Loxy, the jealous Gop 
Hath watch'd to bring the evil Day, 
Bruis'd us with his avenging Rod, 
Who would not his ſtill Voice obey, 
Righteous is Gp in all his Ways: 
We torc'd Him to withdraw his Grace. 


ge yt >... 


13 Yet now, O Lon» our Goy, at lat 
Our Sins and Wickedneſs we own, 
We call to mind thy Mercies paſt, 
The ancient Days of thy Renown, 
The Wonders Thou for us haſt wrought, 
The Arm that out of Et brought. 


14 O Loxd, according to thy Love,  -\ 
Thy utmoſt Power of Love, we pray 
Thine Anger and thy Plague remove; 
Turn from Jerujalem away 
The Curſe and Puniſhment we feel, 
Thou know'ſt we are thy People Rill. 
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15 The holy Mountain of our Gop, 
The City Thou haſt built below, 
Thy People, tho' diſperſt abroad, 
A Proverb of Reproach and Woe, 
We have our Father's Sins fill'd up, 
And drunk the bitter trembling Cup. 


16 Now then acknowledge us for Thine, 
Regard thine humbled Servant's Prayer, 
And cauſe on us thy Face to ſhine, 
The Ruins of thy Church repair, 
O for the Sake of CuRIsTH the Loxy, 
Let all our Souls be now reſtor'd. 


17 My Gov, incline thine Ear, and hear, 
Open thine Eyes our Waſtes to ſee, 
Thy fallen, des'late Sion chear, 
The City which is nam'd by Thee; 
Not for our Cry the Grace be ſhewn, 
But hear, in Jesvs hear thine own. 


18 All our Deſert, we own, is Hell, 
But ſpare us for thy Mercy's Sake, 
We humbly to thy Grace appeal, 
And Jꝝs u's Wounds our Refuge make, 
O let us all thy Mercy prove, 
'The Riches of thy Parning Love, 


19 OLoxp, attend, O Lox forgive, 
O Lon, regard our Prayer, and do, 
Haſten, my Go, and bid us live, 
The Fulneſs of ax Merey ſhew, 
Thy City, and thy People own, 
And perfect all our Souls in One. 
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HYMN II. 


1 OD of infinite Compaſſion, 
Gop of unexhauſted Love, 
From a ſinful ſinking Nation 
Once again thy Plagues remove : 
Snatch us from the ſaws of Ruin; 
See thy helpleſs People, ſee ! 
Death and Hell are cloſe purſuing, 
Save, O fave us into Thee. 


2 Have we not filPd up the Meaſure 
Of our daring Wickedneſs ? 
Challeng'd all thy juſt Diſpleaſure? 
Quench'd the Spirit of thy Grace? 
Ves, our heinous Provocations 
For thy heavieſt Judgments cry; 
We have weaned out thy Patience, 
Forc'd thy Love to let us die. 


3 Why ſhould not the dreadful Sentence- 
ow on all our Souls take Place? 
Why ſhould not thine inſtant Vengeance 
Swallow up our faithleſs Race? 
How can we expect thy Favour ? 
Good and gracious as Thou art, 
Sinners Advocate and Saviour, 
Find the Anſwer in thy Heart! 


4 Jesus, mighty Mediator, 
| Plead the Cauſe of guilty Man: 
Pity 1s thy gentle Nature; 

Canſt Thou let us cry in vain? 
From thy Father's Anger ſkreen us, 
Suffer not his Wrath to move; 
Stand Thou in the Gap between us, 


Change his Purpoſe into Love. 
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HY MN II. 


I ESU, Sin-atoning Lamp. 
Thine utmoſt Pity ſhew : . 
All the Virtue of thy Name GR... 
O tet thy Rebels know! 
1 Us, by Gop and Man abhorr'd, 
— 1 Into thy kind Protection take; 
Spare the guilty Nation, Lozp, 
For thy own Mercy's Sake. 


2 Worſt of all th apoſtate Race, 8 * 

Vet liſten to our Cry; 

Moſt unworthy of thy Grace, 
Without thy Grace we die; 

Tophet is our juſt Reward, 

Yet ſnateh us from the Burning Lake, 

Spare. the guilty Nation, Lok b, 

For thy own Mercy's Sake. 


3 Scandal of the Chriſtian Name, | i. 
Which ſtill we vainly bear, | 
$Sodam-like, our Sin and Shame 
We openly declare, 

Trample on thy ſacred Word, - 

And caſt thy Laws behind our Back : 

8 Spare the guilty Nation, VI 
1 For chy own Mercy's Sake 


141 Tho thy Judgments are abroad, ii: 
Wh 6 Let as thy Goodneſb prove. 5 . 
1 Save us, O alkgracious God, a i 
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5 In our forty Days Reprieve 

Warn the rebellious Race; 

Bid us turn, repent, and live 
To glorify thy Grace; 

O reverſe the threatning Word, 

And do not, do not Vengeance take, 

Spare the guilty Nation, Lok p, 

For thy own Mercy's Sake. 


6 O alarm the ſleeping Crowd, 

And fill their Souls with Dread; 
Then avert che Cloud, 
mpendent o'er our Head, 

Turn aſide th' Invading Sword, 
And drive the Alien Armies back, 
Spare the guilty Nation, Lon p, 
For thy own Mercy's Sake. 


HYMN TV. 


I Erciful Gop, to Thee we cry, 
O think upon us, or we die 
The ever-living Death! 
Lo! by a mighty Tempeſt toſt, 
Our Ship without thine Aid is loſt, 
Loſt in the Gulph beneath. 


2 The Mariners are ſtruck with Fear, 
And ſhudder at Deſtruction near, 
So high the Billows ſwell ; 
Ready t' o'erwhelm our ſhatter'd State, 


Thy Judgments fall with all their Weight 
To cruſh us into Hell. 


- , 3 Ah! wherefore is this Evil come? 
Shew us, omniſcient Gop, for whom 
Thy Flagues our Church befall: 
Give, while we aſk, a righteous Lot, 
And let tne guilty Soul be caught, 
Who brings thy Curſe on All, 
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4 With trembling Awe we humbly pray, 
Now, now the ſecret Cauſe diſplay 
Of our Calamity, | 
Whoſe Sins have brought thy Judgments down? 
Alas, my Go, the Cauſe I own, 
The Lot is falPn on me! 


5 I am the Man, the Jonas I, 
For me the working Waves run high, 
For me the Curſe takes Place; 
I have increas'd the Nation's Load, 
I have call'd down the Wrath of Gop 
On all our helpleſs Race. 


6 With guilty unbelieving Dread 
Long — I from his Preſence fled, 
And ſhunn'd the Sight of Heaven: 
In vain the Pard'ning Gop purſued; 
I would not be by Grace ſubdued ; 
I would not be forgiven. 


7 I know the Tempeſt roars for me, 
Till I am caſt into the Sea, 

Its Rage can never ceaſe: 
Here then I to my Doom ſubmit, 
Do with me as thy Will fees fit, 

But give thy People Peace. 


8 Save, Jesu, fave the finking Ship, 
And lo! I plunge into the Deep 
Of all thy Judgments Here: 
J fall beneath thy 'Threatnings, Lox ; 
But let my Soul, at laſt reſtor d, | 
Before thy Face appear. 


9 Beneath thine Anger's preſent Weight 
I fink, and only deprecate 
Thy forer Wrath to come: 
Give me at laſt in Thee a Part, 
And now, in Mercy now avert 
The guilty. Nation's Doom. 
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to O bid the angry Waves ſubſide, 
Into a Cahn the Tempeſt chide 
By thy ſupreme Command: 
Thou in our broken Ship remain, 
Till every Soul the Harbour gain, 
And reach the Heavenly Land. 


HYMN V. 


3 Inners, the Call obey, 
The lateſt Call of Grace, 
The Day is come, the vengeful Day 
Of a devoted Race: 
Devils and Men combine 
To plague the faithleſs Seed, 
And Vials ful of Wrath Divine 
Are burſting on your Head, 


2 Enter into the Rock, 

Ye trembling Slaves of Sin, 
The Rock of your Salvation ſtruck, 

And deft to take you in: 

To ſhelter the Dikreſt 

He did the Croſs endure, 

Enter into the Clefts, and reſt 

In Jesv's Wounds ſecure. 


3 Who would not fear the Loxp, 
_ Glorious in Majeſty! 

His Juſtice ſtern hath drawn the Sword, 
To his Compaſſion flee: 
Vengeance He comes to take, 
He comes his Wrath to ſhew ; 

He riſes terribly to ſhake | 
The drowſy World below. 


See how his Meteers glare! 
(The Tokens underſtand) 
Famine, and Peſtilence, and War 


Hang o' er the guilty Land! 
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Signs in the Heavens ſee, 
And hear the Speaking Rod; 
Sinner, the Judgment points to thee, 
Prepare to meet thy Gop! 


5 Terrible Gop, and true, 
Thy Juſtice we confeſs, 

Thy foreſt Plagues are all our Due, 
We own our Wickedneſs, 
Worthy of Death and Hell, 
Thee in thy Judgments meet: 

But lo! we to thy Grace appeal, 
And crowd thy Mercy-Seat. 


6 Jesv-, to Thee we fly 
From the devouring Sword! 
Our City of Defence is nigh, © 
Our Help is in the Loxp: 
Or if the Scourge o'erflow, 
And laugh at Innocence, 


Thine everlaſting Arms, we know, 
Shall'be our Souls Defence. 


7 We in thy Word believe, 

And in thy Promiſe ſtay: 
Our Life, which ſtill to Thee we give, 
Shall be to us a Prey: 
Our Life with Thee we hide 
Above the furious Blaſt, 
And ſhelter'd in thy Wounds abide, 

Till all the Storm is paſt. 


| | 8 Believing againſt Hope, 
? 227 . V/e hang upon thy Gr acc, 
* | Thro? every yt, Cloud look up, 
4 | And wait for happy Days; - 


F 1 The Days when All ſhall know 
7 Their Sins in CnRISTH forgiven, 
438 And walk a while with Gop below, 
IK And then fly up to Heaven. 
| 
| 
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HYMN VI. 


HE dreadful Day is come 
To fix a Nation's Doom ! 
Who, when Gop doth this ſhall live, 
Stand before a righteous Gop, 
*Gainſt the World and Satan ſtrive, 
Strive, reſiſting unto Blood! 


2 Well may our Nature fear 
The fiery Trial near: 
Who ſhall firſt his Lox p betray ? 
Who his Maſter ſhall deny ? 
Which of Us ſhall fall away ? 


Is it, SAviouR, is it 1? 


3 J ſhall, I ſurely ſhall, 
Without thy Succour, fall ; 
Left, one Moment left alone, 
I ſhall make my Ruin ſure, 
Shamefully my God difown, 
Thee and all thy Saints abjure. 


4 But, Lord, I truſt in Thee, 
Thou wilt not go from me; 
Thee thy Pity ſhall conſtrain 
Still with me, even me, t'abide ; 
Me, the weakeſt Child of Man, 
Me, for whom thy Pity died, 


5 O that I always may 
On Thee my Spirit ſtay !. 
Poor and needy as I am, 
Thou doſt for my Vileneſs care; 
Thou haſt call'd me by my Name; 
Thou wilt all my Burdens bear. 
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6 Thou art the Sinner's Friend, 
Jon thy Love depend: 
Help for All is laid on Thee; 
Faith and Hope in Thee I have; 
As my Day, my Strength ſhall be, 
Thou ſhalt to the utmoit fave. 


7 Arm me with thy great Power, 
And come the fiery Hour! 
'Then I in thy Strength ſhall ſay, 
(Feebleft of thy Servants I) 
I, though all Men fall away, 
I will never Thee deny. 


$ Ready through Grace, I am 
To ſuffer for thy Name; 
When Thou doſt Thyſelf beſtow 
On ſo pcor a Worm as Me, 
I ſhall then to Priſon go, 
Gladly go to Death with Thee. 


— 
— 


HYMN VI. 


* APPY Souls, that CHRIST obey, 
They are ſafe, and only they; 
Hidden is their Life above, £ 
All wrapt up in Jesv's Love. 


2 When his Judgments are abroad, 
By his timely Warnings awd, 
They to Him their Spirits give, 
Cloſer to their Saviour cleave. 


3 Neither Wars nor Plagues they fear, 
Still their Life and Peace is near ; 
Undiſturb'd by Storms they reſt, 


Harbour'd in his quiet Breaſt. 
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4 Calm on Tumult's Wheel they ſit, 
Trample Death beneath their Feet, 
Own their all o' er- ruling Lox p, 
Smile at the Deſtroyer's Sword. 


5 They its threatning Point defy, 
They behold the Fiend pats by, 
Sprinkled by the Lamb of Goo, 

. Arm'd and cover'd with his Blood. 


6 Thanks to the Atoning Lamb, 
We are ſhelter'd in his Name ; 
We our Lob begin to know, 


Ranſom'd from the World below. 


7 While we walk with Him in Light, 
Neither Men nor Fiends affright; 
Us, whom J xs v's Blood doth arm, 
Kill they may, but cannot harm. 


O that all our Friends might feel 
How ſecure in Car1sT we dwell ! 
O that all our Foes might prove 
Gop, a pard'ning Gop of Love 


HYMN VIII. 


1 Rethren, the End is near, 
Our Lox ſhall ſoon appear: 
Theſe the Days of Vengeance be, 
Rumour'd Ills the Land diftreſs ; 
Wars on Wars ye hear and ſee, 
Uſhering in the Prince of Peace, 


2 His Judgments are abroad, 
Fore-runners of our Goo 
B 2 
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Nation againſt Nation fights, 
Kingdoms againſt Kingdoms rife ; 

Signs above, and fearful Sights 
Speak the Anger of the Skies. 


3 The Powers of Heaven He ſhakes ; 
Earth to her Center quakes ; 
Famine ſhews her meagre Face ; 
Peſtilence ſtalks cloſe behind; 
| Woes ſurround the finful Race ; 
- | Wrath abides on all Mankind, 


4 The Nations are diſtreſt, 
The Wicked cannot reſt: 
No, in Sin they ſleep no more, 
Toſs'd with fad Perplexity ; 
Swell the Waves, and work, and roar, 
Men are like the troubled Sea. 


2 Terror their Heart aſſails, 
Their Heart through Terror fails; 
Fails, o erwhelm'd with huge Diſmay, 
Looking for the Plagues to come, 
Shrinking from their evil Day, 
Fainting at their inſtant Doom. 


6 But ye that fear the Log, 
Fear neither Plague nor Sword ; 
Jesvs bids your Care depart, 
Ye in ſꝝs v's Love are bleſt ; 
Sprinkled is your peaceful Heart: 
Now expect the perfect Reſt. 


7 Theſe threatning Clouds look thro}, 
Gocd they portend to You ; 
Lift your Heads, with Joy look up, 
Find your full Redemption near; 
See your Soul's Defire and Hope, | 
See your glorious Loxp appear. 


_— * — —_— 


 Froubls ond Pifſieutiin. 


4 His near Approach ye know, 
Treated like Him below ; 
This the Word that Ixsus ſaid, 
Now your Maſter's Lot ye find; 
Mock'd, rejected, and betray'd, 
Hated now by all Mankind. 


9 In calm and quiet Peace 
Vour patient Soul poſſeſs; 
God hath kept your Innocence, 
Gop ſhall fill his own defend: 
- Reſt in Him, your ſure Defence, 
Suffer on, and wait the End. 


10 His Mercy's Wings are ſpread, 
To guard your naked Head ; 
None'can hurt you now, or grieve,, 
Hated tho? ye be by all: 
No, without your Saviour's Leave, 


Not one ſacred Hair ſhall fall. 


HYMN IX. 
L ILV, to the Mountains fly 6D 


Sinners, on CHRIST rely l. 
Our ſtrong Mountain is the Lox : 
He keeps off th* invading Bands, 
He averts th' impending Sword; 
CaRisT the Chriſtian's Fortreſs ſtands. 


2 Happy who truſt in Him, 
Almighty to redeem: 

Neither Wars nor Plagues they fear, 
Publick Ills they — meet, 
Smile at Deſolation near, 

Trample Death beneath their Feet. 


But Woes, redoubled Wocs, 
Attend the _ Foes ; 
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Worldly Men and Things who love, 
Gov, his Things, and People hate ; 
O what Sorrows will they prove, 
Cruſtd by all his Judgments Weight! 


Woe to the Souls at Eaſe, 
The Slaves of foul Exceſs ; 
Charg'd with Surfeiting, or Wine, 
Drunk with Pleaſure, or with Care, 
Big with earthly low Deſign, 
rond of thew Attachments here. 


5 Secure on Earth who dwell, 

. They all his Plagues ſhall feel; 

Senſeleſs, till the Day oppreſs; 
Thoughtleſs, *till the Ruin come: 

Pangs ſhall then their Spirits ſeize, 
Earneſt of their final Doom, 


But we thy Warning take, 
We, Lord, the World forſake : 
Thou haſt kindly ſaid, Beware, 
Arm'd us by thy Word of Grace, 
Told us of the: fatal Snare 
Spread for all the Earth-born Race: 


Thy 2 we revere, 
Thy ſpeaking Rod we hear, 
Thou ſhalt keep our caution*d Heart, 
Free from Care, from Pleaſure free: 
Thou alone our Portion art, 
All our Treaſure is in Thee. 


Thee let us ſtill obey, 
And always watch and pray; 
Pray againſt the ſore Diſtreſs, 1 
Plagues, that on the World ſhall fall, 
Counted, thro' thy Righteouſneſs, 
Worthy to eſcape them all. 
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9s Worthy eſteem'd thro? Grace, 
To ſtand before thy Face; 
Call'd to ſee our Judge appear, 
a Son of Man, with Glory crown'd ;: 
Glad th' Archangel's Voice to hear, 
Shouting at the Trumpet's Sound. 


10 O wouldſt Thou now deſcend, 
And all our Sufferings end l. 
Hear the Bride and Spirit pray, 
Haſten, Loxp, the general Doom; 
Bring the great tremendous Day, 
Come away, to judgment come 


HYMN X. 
A PRAYER for his Majeſiy King GEORGE. 


Fear GO D, and Hanour the Kin. 


3 COv'reign of All, whofe Will ordains 
The 3 on Earth that be, 
By whom our Rightful Monarch reigns, 
Subject to none but Thee; 


2 Stir up thy Strength, appear, appear, 
And for thy Servant fight ; 
Support thy great Vicegerent here, 
And vindicate his Right. 


3 Lo! in the Arms of Faith and Prayer, 
We bear him to thy Throne 


Receive thine own peculiar Care, 
The Lorvy's Anointed One. 


4 With Favour look upon his Face; 
Thy Love's Pavilion 2 ; 
And watchful Troops of Angels place 


Around his ſacred Head. 


5 Guard him from all who dare-oppoſe- 
Thy Delegate, and Thee, 
From open and from ſecret Foes,. 
From Force and Perfidy. 


6 Confound whoeꝰ' er his Ruin ſeeks, 
Or into Friends convert ; 
Give him his Adverſaries Necks, 
Give him his People's Heart. 


7 Let us, for Conſcience? Sake, revere 
The Man of thy Right-Hand ; 
Honour and love thine Image here, 
And bleſs his mild Command. 


$ (Thou only didſt the Bleſſing give, 
The Glory, Lox, be Thine,) 
Let all with thankful Joy receive 
The Benefit Divine. 


9 To thoſe, who Thee in him obey, 
The Sp'rit of Grace impart ;. 
His dear, his ſacred Burden lay 
On every loyal Heart. 


zo O let us pray, and never ceaſe, 
« Defend him, Lok, defend; 
«. *Stabliſh his Throne in glorious Peace, 
« And fave him to the End.” 


— 


Trouble and Perſecution. 22 


HY MN XI. 
ANOTHER, 


3 Mmortal Potentate, 
Whoſe Sov'reign Will is Fate, 
Own the King we have from Thee, 
Bleſs the Man of thy Right-Hand, 
Crown him with thy Majelly, 
Let him in thine Image ſtand. 


2 Him for thy Glory's Sake, 
Thy Faithful Subject make: 
Pour the Unction from above, 
All the Gifts divine impart, 
Make him happy in thy Love, 
Make him after thine own Heart. 


3 His ſacred Life defend, 
And ſave him to the End: 
Guard from all impending Harms, 
O Almig ghty King of Kings ; 
Keep him in thy Mercy's Arms, 
Wrap him in thy Mercy's Wings. 


| Defeat, confound, oppreſs, 
, The Troublers of — — 


Blaſt their every vain Deſi 
'Stabliſh Thou his quiet Throne; 3 


Tell his Foes this Soul is Mine, 
Touch not mine Anointed One. 


Preſerve a Life ſo dear, 
And long detain him here: 
Late his ſpotleſs Soul receive 
To thy Palace in the Skies ; 
Bid him late in Glory live, 
Live the Life that never dies. 
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HYMN XI. 


ANOTHER, 


I Ountain of Power from whom deſcends 
The Regal Dignity Divine, 
Thine is the Reign that never ends, 
An everlaſting Throne is Thine. 


2 Princes by thy Appointment reign ; 
Thou to our's the Scepter given; 
Confirm the Grant, thine own maintain, 

The choſen Delegate of Heaven. 


3 Honour, and Majeſty, and Might, 
till, Lox p, on our dread Sire beſtow ; 
Aſſert his Cauſe, uphold his Right, 
And give him to thy Church below. 


4 In Anſwer to our fervent Prayer, 
Thy Bleſſing on his Head ſhower down, 
And take into thy choiceft Care 


A Life far dearer than our own. 


5 Thouſands of ours are vile to his; 
His Guardian Thou be ever nigh ; 
Nor let the Hope of 1/-ael ceaſe, 
Nor let the Light of Mael die. 


6 Still may he by thy ſpecial Grace 
A Blefling to theſe Kingdoms live 
Give him a Length of proſperous Days, 
The Riches of thy Mercy give. 


7 Give him thy little Flock to feed, 
(A Cyrus to thy Church below) - 
To raiſe and — thy choſen Seed, 
And let thy Royal Captives go. 


* 
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$ O may he in thy gracious Might 
Thy perſecuted Truth defend, 
Relieve th' Oppreſs'd, the Injur'd right, 
And all the Rage of Tyrants end. 


Long may he guard thy People's Reſt, 
A glorious Inſtrument divine, 
And late enroll'd among the Bleſt, 
Bright as the Stars for ever ſhine. 


HYM N XIIL 


For the KING and the Royal Fa- 
MILY. 


1 ORD, 'Thou haſt bid thy People pray 
For all that bear the Sov'reign Sway, 
And thy Vicegerents reign, | 
Rulers, and Governors, and Powers : 
And lo! in Faith we pray for our's, 
Nor can we pray in vain. 


2 Jæsuv, thy choſen Servant guard, 
And every threatning Danger ward 
From his anointed Head; 
Bid all his Griefs and Troubles ceaſe, 
And thro? the Paths of Heavenly Peace 
To Life Eternal lead. 


3 Cover his Enemies with Shame, 
Defeat their dire malicious Aim, 
Their baffled Hopes deſtroy ; 
But ſhower on him thy Bleſſings down; 
Crown him with Grace, with Glory crown, 
And everlaſting Joy. 
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4 To hoary Hairs be Thou his Gop, 
Late may he ſeek that high Abode, 
Late to his Heaven remove : 
Of Virtues full, and happy Days, 


Accounted worthy by thy Grace, 
To fill a Throne above. 


5 And when Thou doſt his Sprit receive, 
O give him, in his Offspring, give 
Us back our King «gain. 
Preſerve them, Providence Divine, 
And let the long-illuftrious Line 
To lateſt Ages reign. 


6 Secure us of his Royal Race 
A Man to ſtand before thy Face, 
And exerciſe thy Power; 
With Wealth, Proſperity, and Peace, 
Our Nation and our Church to bleſs, 
*Till Time ſhall be no more, 


Trouble and Perſecution. 
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TIME of PERSECUTION. 
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HYMN I. 
I ASTER, we call to mind thy Word, 


We are not now above our Los: 
Sufficient *tis for us to be 
In Sufferings and in Griefs like Thee, 


2 The World, to prove thy Saying true, 
With cruel Wrath our Souls purſue, 
As Evil they caſt out our Name, 

And brand us with thy glorious Shame, 


3 All Kind of Ill they falſely ſay, 
Becauſe we au/ thy Truth obey, 
To Thee with ſteady Purpoſe cleave, 
And godly in thy Spirit live. 


4 Expos'd to Man's @ppreſhive Power, 
We ſtand in DangerFvery Hour, - 
The Rage of Perſecution bear, 
And hated as our Lo we are. 
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5 O may we in thy Footſteps go 
Thee, only Thee reſolv'd to know, 
To Slaughter in thy Spirit led, 
Conform'd in all Things to our Head. 


6 Give us thy Strengh, O Gop of Love, 
And hide our Better Life above; 
Then on our Side at laſt appear, 
And lo, we come to ſuffer here! 


H YM N IL 


= H! woe is me, conſtrain'd to dwell 
Among the Sons of Night, 
Poor Sinners dropping into Hell 
Who hate the Goſpel Light. 


2 Wild as the untam'd Arabs Race 
Who from their Saviour fly, 


And trample on his pard'ning Grace, 
And all his Threats defy. 


3 Yet here alas! in Pain I hve, 
Where Satan keeps his Seat, 
And Day by Day for thoſe I grieve, 
Who will to Sin ſubmit. 


4 With guſhing Eyes their Deeds I ſee, 
Shut up in S:dom I, — tf 
And aſk with Him who ranſom'd me, 
« Why will ye fin and die? 


5 Jesus, Redeemer of kind, 

Diſplay thy ſaving Bower, 

Thy Mercy let theſe Oat-caſts find, 
And know their gracious Hour. 
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6 Ah! give them, Loxd, a Enger Space, 


Nor ſuddenly conſume, 
But let them take the profler'd Grace, 
And ice the Wrath to come. 


7 O would! Thou caſt a pitying Look, 
(All Goodneſs as Thou art) 
Like that which faichleſs Peter's broke, 
Or my obdurate Heart. 


$ Who Thee beneath their Feet have trod, 
And crucihed afreſh, 
Touch with thine all-wictorious Blood, 
And turn the Stone to Fleſh. 


9 Open their Eyes and Ears, to fe 
Thy Croſs, to hear thy Cries : 
Sinner, thy Saviour weeps for thee, 


For thee He weeps and dies. 


10 All the Day long He meekly ſtands 
His Rebels to receive, 
And ſhews his Wounds, and ſpreads his Hands, 
And bids you turn and live. 


11 Turn, and your Sins of deepeſt Dye 
He will with Blood efface, 
Ev'n now He waits his Blood t apply; 
Be ſav'd, be ſav'd by Grace. 


12 Be ſav'd from Hell, from Sin, and Fear: 
He ſpeaks you now forgiven, 


Walk before Gop, be perfect here, 
And then come up to Heaven. 


- * 
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HYMN III. 


I 12 our Help in Time of Need, 
hy ſuffering Servants ſee, 
Who would in all thy Footſteps tread, 
And bear the Croſs with Thee, 


2 Stand by us in this evil Hour, 
Our feeble Souls defend, 
And in our Weakneſs ſhew thy Power, 
And keep us to the End. 


3 The World, and their infernal God 
Againſt thy People rife, 
Becauſe our J ruſt is in thy Blood 
They mingle Earth and Skies. 


4 Slaughter and cruel Threats they breathe, 
And endleſs Battles wage, | 
And gnaſh upon us with their Teeth, 
And tear the Ground with Rage. 
* 


5 Captain of our Salvation hear, 
In all the Heathen's Sight 
Make bare thine Arm; appear, appear, 
And for thy People fight. 


6 Jesus, thy righteous Cauſe maintain, 1 
The Sons of Violence quell, n 
Take to Thee thy great Power, aud reign 
O'er Heaven, and Earth, and Hell, 


7 As Chaff before the Whirlwind drive, 
And bruiſe them by thyRod, 
Who madly with their Maker ſtrive 
And fight againſt their Gop. 
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8 Who kick againſt the Pricks in vain, 
Thy Foes in Anger ban : 
And chaſten with judicial Pain, 
But ſave their Souls at laſt. 


9 O that at laſt, by Love compell'd, 
The Rebels might ſubmit! 

In humble Hope of Mercy yield, 
And tremble at thy Feet: 


10 The Faith they perſecute, embrace, 
On Thee their Loy rely, 
And live the Mon'ments of thy Grace, 
And for thy Glory die! 


FE ** * 


HYMN IV. 


EE, Lox, the Purchaſe of thy Death, 
Thy little feeble Flock, 
Gather, and keep our Souls beneath 
The Shadow of their Rock. 


— 


da 


Thy few returning Sheep beho!d, 
By Wolves encompatls'd round, 

And let us never leave the Fold, 
But ſtill in "Thee be found. 


3 Regard the Number of cur Foes, 
Their Subtiity and Might, 
Ariſe, and ſlop the Way of thoſe 
Who 7gaintt thy People fight. 


4 Helper of every helpie's Sonl, 
Shew forth thiyagaving Grace, 
The Fierceneſs of Win Man controul, 

Or turn it to thy Praiſe. 
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5 Thou knou / ſt for thy dear Sake alone 
We daily ſuffer Same, 


Eecauſe we dare our Maſter own, 
And triumph in thy Name. 


6 Thee, Lox p, before thy Foes we dare 
In Word and Deed confeſs, 
Rejoice thy hallow'd Croſs to bear, 
And live thy Witneſſes. 


7 Witneſſes of th'Atoning Blood 
Which did for Sinners flow, 
And brought a guilty World to God, 
And ſprinkled all below; 


$ That Blood we felt thro' Faith applied, 
And know our Sins forgiven, 
And tell Mankind the purple Tide 
Would waft them all to Heaven. 


9 For this we reckon all Things Loſs, 

"Till Canis the Judge comes down, 

Honours the Followers of his Croſs, 
And bids tkem wear his Crown, 


10 He tells us He will quickly come, 
His Saying we receive, 
Ard we ſhall all be taken Home, 
And in his Kingdom live. 


11 Us, who before the Sons of Men, 
Were bold our LoD to own, 
He will, He will acknowledge then, 
Before his Father's Throne. 


12 He (while the glorious Angels ſtand 
Aſtoniſh'd at the Grate) 
Shall place us all at his Right-hand, 
And ſpeak his Servants Praiſe. 
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13 Theſe (if our Hearts may now conceive 
What Gov in Heaven ſhall ay) 
Theſe were the Souls who dar'd believe, 
Who dar'd' my Word obey.. 


14 Me for their dear Redeeming Lox p 
They never bluſh'd to own, 
But held my Name, and kept my Word, 
And liv'd to Me alone. 


15 A Proverb of Reproach below 
They ſuffer'd for my Sake, 
Rejoic'd my daily Croſs to know, 
My Portion to partake. 


16 On Earth they liv'd my Witneſſes, 
My Witneſſes they died, 
And now I for my own confeſs, 


And ſpeak them glorified. 


17 Come then to Heaven, your native Home, 
Be number'd with the Bleſt, 
My Father's happy Children come, 


And on my Boſom reft.. 


18 The Kingdom take for all prepar'd 
That ſhould in Me abide; 
Now, I am now thy-great Reward. 
Who in my Faith haſt died. 


19 My good and faithful Seryant, Thee 
I openly approve, 
Poſſeſs thy Lot, enthron'd with Me. 


In all the Pomp of Love. 
20 The Mead 9 95 Labours this, 


This m wear, 
Enter into thy Maſter's Bliſs, 
And reign for ever there. 


— 
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HYMN V. 


I AMB of Gop, we follow Thee, 
Willing as Thou art to be, 
Joyful in thy Steps to po, 
Suffering for thy Sake below. 


2 Taxing up our daily Croſs, 
CalPd to Shame, and Pain, and Loſs, 
Well-contented to ſuſtain 
All the Rage of cruel Man, 


3 Who thy lovely Pattern knows 
Cannot Force with Force oppoſe, 
They that to thy Fold belong 
Dare not render Wrong for Wrong. 


4 Bruis'd by the Oppreſſor's Hand, 
Evil they will ne'er withſtand, 
All that follow Thee are meek, 
Taught to turn the other Cheek. 


5 Jesv, in thy gracious Power 
Lo! we meet the fiery Hour, 
Calm, diſpaſſionate, reſign'd, 
Arm'd with all thy patient Mind. 


6 After Thee with Joy we come 
Sheep before our Shearers dumb, 
Anſwering not one angry Word, 
True Diſciples of our Lob. PF 


7 Suffering here we threaten nat, ; 
Innocent in Word and Thught, 
Harmleſs as a wounded Dove, 


Hatred we repay with Love. 
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$ Turn, Almighty as Thou art, 
Turn our Perſecutors Heart, 
Let them to our Faith be given, 
Let us meet our Foes in Heaven. 


— — — 


HYMN VI. 


I Aptain, we look to Thee, 
Thy promis'd Succours claim, 
Humbly aſſur'd of Victory 
Thro thine Almighty Name: 
With furious Beaſts to fight, 
Forth in thy Strength we 75 
With all the Earth-born Sons of Night, 
With all the Fiends below. 


2. Hold of thine Arm we take, 

And fearleſly march on, 

The World, the Realm of Satan ſhake, 
And turn it upſide down; 
*Gainſt all the Powers of Hell 
Undaunted we proceed, 

Reſiſtleſs and invincible 
Thro' our triumphant Head. 


A ſuffering Fight we wa 
: With Man's 33 33 
Endure the Perſecutor's Rage, 
Till all the Storm is o'er: 
Arm' d with the patient Mind 
Which in our Saviour was, 
We bear the Hate of all Mankind, 
And glory in the Croſs. 


4 To gain that Heavenly Prize 
We gladly ſuffer here, 
And languiſh in yon opening Skies 
To ice his Sign appear... 


* 
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His Sign we ſoon ſhall ſee, — 
The Loxy ſhall quickly come, 
And give the final Victory, 
And take the Conquerors Home. 


HYMN VII. 


1 ESU, thy weak Diſciples ſee, 
J Entreated in the World like Thee, 
Partakers of thy Shame; 
Becauſe we will not let Thee go, 
Sweet Fellowſhip with Thee to know, 
And ſuffer for thy Name, 


2 Thy Marks we in our Body bear, 
Our Maſter's Croſs we daily ſhare, 
And bleſs the ſacred Sign; 
Buffetted here for doing well, 
We thankfully accept the Seal, 
And feel that we are Thane. 


3 Our Back we to the Smiters give, 
Evil for Good with Joy receive, 
Nor meanly ftrive to hide 
From Spitting and from Shame our Face, 
But glory in the full Diſgrace 
Of Jesvs crucified. 


4 For thy dear Sake we ſuffer Wrong, 
And perſecuted all Day long, © 
We thus the Crown enſure, 
As Sheep appointed to be flaun, 
Our Portion of Contempt und Pain 
We to the End ende. 


s Wein thy Strength can all Things do, 
Thro' Thee can all Things ſuffer too, 
When Thou the Power ſhalt give, 
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We then by Faith ſhall ſee Thee ſtand 
The Great High-Prieſt at Gop's Right-hand, 
Our Spirits to receive. 


6 Wherefore to Thee our Souls we truſt, 
Our Saviour to the uttermoſt 
To Thee we boldly come, 
With Joy upon our Heads return, 
High on the Wings of Angels born 
To our eternal 1 | 


HYMN VIII. 


I Onour and Praiſe, O Cax1sr, receive, 
Thro' whom thy ſaving Name we know, 
Thou gav'ſt us freely to believe, 
And doſt a ſecond Grace beſtow ; 
Call us to bear the hallow'd Croſs, 
And ſuffer for thy glorious Cauſe, 


2 Becauſe from Sin we turn away, 
And will not from thy Paths depart, 
Lo! we have made ourſelves a Prey : 
Spoil'd of our Goods, with chearful Heart 
We here our little All reſtore, 
And would, but cannot, part with more. 


3 Far better Goods we have above, 
And Subſtance more enduring far, 
The Earneſt in our Hearts we prove, 
And taſte the Joys that wait us there; 
Riches of Grace, ſo freely given, 
And ChRISY in us, and CHRIST in Heaven, 


4 Our Heavenly Wealth ſhall never fail, 
Our Fund of everlaſting Bliſs, 
Thieves do not there breal: thro' and ſteal, 
Nor Belial's Sons by Violence ſeize ; 
They cannot ſpoil our Goods above, 
Or rob us of our Saviour's Love. 


* 
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5 In Him we have Immortal Food. 
Cloathing that always ſhall endure, 
A permanent and fix'd Abode, 
An Heavenly Houſe that ſtandeth ſure, 
Who here are deſtitute of Bread, 
And want a Place to lay our Head. 


6 Spoiler, take all ! We will not grieve, 


We will not of our Loſs complain: 
Of Freedom and of Life bereave, 

Our better Lot ſhall ſtill remain ; 
Fnough for us the Part Divine, 
'The Good which never can be thine. 


—_— 


HYMN IX. 
I (7 all who love the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 


And ſuffer for his Cauſe, 
Enjoy with us his ſacred Shame, 
And glory in his Croſs. 


2 His welcome Croſs we daily bear, 
Hated, revil'd, oppreſt, 
We only can his Truths declare, 
Who calls the Sufferers bleſt. 


3 Our Maſter's Burden we ſuſtain, 
Afflicted for his Sake, 
In Loſs, Reproach, Diftreſs, and Pain, 
A ſtrange Delight we take. 


4 We drink the conſecrated Cup 


* 


Our Saviour drank before, 
And fill our Loxv's Afflictions up, 
And triumph in his Power. 


5 His Power is in our Weakneſs ſhewn, 
And perfectly difplay'd ; 

Ihe Strength we fee] is not our own, 

But flows from Cur1sT our Head, 


Treble and Perſon, y 
6 With Conſolations from above 
He fills our raviſh'd Breaft, 


The Spirit of his glorious Love 
On every Soul doth reſt. 


7 He takes his ſuffering People's Part, 
And ſheds his Love abroad, 
And witneſſes with every Heart, 
Thou art a Child.of Gov. 


8 Surely we now believe and feel 
Our Sins are all forgiven, 
/ The outward and the inward Seal 
Confirms-us Heirs of Heaven. 


9 Then let us all our Burden bear, 
To Cnr1sT our Souls commend, 
Joyful his Lot on Earth to ſhare, 
And patient to the End. 


10 Be faithful unto Death, He cries, 
And I the Crown will give; 
Amen, the glorious Sp'rit replies, _ 
We die with Thee to live. ; 
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HYMN X. 


1 O King of Saints, with pitying Eye, 
Thy poor afflicted People ſee, 
Who hold thy Word, nor dare deny 


Thy Name, tho ſuffering Lok for Theo. 


2 Expos'd to Shame, and Want, and Pain, 
Cruſh'd by the Perſecutor's Power, 
Thou, Loxp,. their fainting Souls ſuſtain, 

And keep them in their trying Hour. 
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3 From Anger, and contemptuous Pride, - 
From low Revenge, and faithleſs Fear, 
Preſerve, and ſtill their Spirits hide, 
Till Thou in their Behalf appear. 


4 Their feeble Hearts confirm, unite, 
And fix on their Reward above: 
Embolden with thy Spirit's Might, 
And arm them with thy patient Love. 


5 Thee let the Witneſſes confeſs 
Before the rebel Sons of Men, 
Proclaim thine all- victorious Grace, 
And ſuffer till with Thee they reign. 


6 To Thee, and to each other cleave, 
- While midſt the ravening Wolves they lie, 
A Pattern to Believers live, 
A Pattern to Believers die! 


HY MN XL. 


1 ES Us, the Glory take, 
Afflicted and oppreſt, 
Revil'd and hated for thy Sake, 
Thou haft pronounc'd us bleſt: 
The Bleiling we receive, 
We all our Seal ſet to, 
Now, Lord, we feelingly believe, 
And own that Thou art true. 


2 Faithful and Good Thou art; 
We taſte the Heavenly Powers, 
The” glorious Earneſt in our Heart 
Inſures the Kingdom ours: 
Exceeding glad we are, 
Our cavities Boſoms ſwell 


With Extacy too ſtrong to bear, 
With Joy unſpeakable. 
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7 Thro? Perſecution bold, 
To Thee our Songs we raiſe; 
'Thee in the Furnace we behold, 
Thee in the Fires we praiſe : 
We now the Promiſe know, 
Sufficient is thy Love 


To bear us thro' theſe Storms below, 
And land us ſafe above. 


4 To ſuffer now is ſweet, 
For Thou the Strength haſt given, 
And O how infnitely great 
Is our Reward in Heaven! 
We ſhall be ſurely there, 
The Fight will ſoon be won; 
The Croſs we now with Jzsvs bear 
Shall lift us to the Throne. 


6 "Twas thus the Saints of Gop, 

His Meſſengers and Seers, 

The narrow Path of Sufferings trod, 
And pals'd the Vale of Tears, 
Thro'ꝰ fore Afflictions paſt 
To better Worlds above, 

And more than conquer'd all at laſt, 
In our Redeemer's Love. 


6 Sufferers like them beneath, 
Thro' much Diſtreſs and Pain, 
Thro' all the Toils of Hell and Death 
We come with them to reign; 
With CarisT the glorious King, 
Who wipes our Tears away, 
And calls us up his Praiſe to fing 
In everlaſting Day. 
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HY.MN XII. 


: C Hepherd of Souls, thy Sheep behold 
In the dark cloudy Day, 
The Wolf is come into thy Fold, 
To ſcatter, tear, and ſlay. 


2 His bloody Hand th? Oppreſſor ſhakes 
Againſt the Faithful Seed, 
And Havock of thy Church he makes 
He makes us as our Head. 


3 Thy Marks we in our Bodies bear, 
But arm us with thy Power, 
The Rage of Fiends and Men we dare, 
And meet the evil Hour. 


4 They only can our Bodies kill, 
Our Sovls can never die ; 
Our Souls exiſt in Jesus ftill, 
And reign above the Sky. 


5 Wherefore the utmoſt Sufferings here 
Of thoſe who ]esvs love, 
We count not worthy to compare 


With our Reward above. 


6 Light are the Pains we now endure, 
And quickly over-paſt, 
But O the Pleaſures they ſecure 
Eternally ſhall laſt! 


7 On all th* AfiQtion we look down, 
The Joy fo far exceeds _ 
So bright, ſo weighty is the Crown 
It ſets upon your Heads... 


Trouble and Perſecution. 
8 O what a glorious Life ſhall be 
In us, ev'n us reveaPd, 


While Face to Face our Log p we ſee, 
With all his Fulneſs fill'd! 


9 Who would not then, for ſuch an Hope, 
The Path of Sorrow tread, 

And take his Maſter's Burden up, 
And ſufter with his Head ? 


10 Who would not cheartully ſuſtain 
A Croſs ſo light as this ? 
And bear a momentary Pain 
For an eternal Bliſs. 
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HT MN XIII. 


1 N D ſhall we now turn back, 
To Satan's Conqueſt yield, 
The Holy Fellowſhip forſake, 
And quit the well-tought held ? 
No more with Accord ſweet 
Our Saviour's Love adore, 
And fee each other's Face, and meet 
In Jesu's Name no more? 


2 We who have counted Loſs 
For Cx4r1sT our græateſt Gain, 
Shall we reſuſe the Crown and Croſs, 
And tuffer all in vam 2? 
Caught in the Tempter's Snare, 
Shall we like Demas ſtop, 
Th' aſſemblir g of ourſelves forbear, 


And give our Brethren up ? 


3 No, never will we part, 
Or place to Satan give, 
But cleave to Gop with ſtedfaſt Heart, 
And to each other cleave, 
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Strengthen'd by his Command, 
We for the Faith contend, 

In Jesv's Name together ſtand, 
And ſuffer to the End. 


4 In vain the ſubtle Foe 

Allures with proffer'd Eaſe, 

We now his falſe Devices know, 
And ſcorn his helliſh Peace: 
'Thy faithful Servants, Loxp, 
We never will reſign, 

Or buy the World's Good-will and Word 
By Forfeiture of Thine. 


5 No, in thy Strength we ſay 

To Sinners and their Gop, 

Ve cannot tear our Shield away, 
Who truſt in Jesv's Blood, 
Who to each other cleave, 
Your Malice we defy ; 

We vill in CHRIST together live, 
We ill together die. 


—_— 


"_ 


HYMN XIV. 


3 E T thee behind us, Fiend, 
With all thy baffled Art! 
The Sheep we know thou canſt not rend, 
Unleſs thou firſt canſt part : | 
Jesvs his ten- fold Power 
His Saints aſſembled claim: 
Tremble, thou Fiend, and fly before 
Our mighty Captain's Name. 


4 Thy Wiſdom from below 

| Full well we underſtand; X 

Diſperſe and then our Souls o'erthrow, 
Divide us, and command: 
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But Jzsvs till ſhall hold 

And keep us ſafe from Harms, 
Together lodg'd within his Fold, 

His . Arms. 


3 While in our Shepherd's Breaſt 

Our helpleſs Souls we hide, 

Nor Devils can diſturb our Reſt, 
Nor can the World divide: 
To build each other up 
We now in Jesvs join, 

And who ſhall burſt the Bond, or ſtop 
The Intercourſe Divine? 


4 This Gop hath bid us do, 

And Man forbids in vain ; 

Ye never, never can break thro? 
Love's Adamantine Chain : 
Join'd by the Saviour's Will, 
The ſame in Mind and Heart, 

Ye may afflict us here, and kill, 
But ye can never part. 


5 Reſolv'd our Loxp t obey, 

In ſpite of Man's Command, 

Together in the ancient Way 
'Thro? his Support we ſtand: 
Nor will we hence remove, 
Till all triumphant riſe, | 

And meet the Firſt-born Church above, 5 

Aſſembled in the Skies. 


ge 
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HYMN XV, 


A PRAYER for the Firſt Martyr. 


I Hs: of thy ſuffering Church below, 
We aſk in Faith the Paſſive Power, 
Thy perfect Strength in Weakneſs ſhew, 
And arm us for the dreadful Hour. 


2 Prepare the Soul Thou % ſhalt call 
To own in Death the Pard'ning Gop,. 
To die for Him who died for All, | 
And ſeal the Record with his Blood. 


3 Thy hardy Soldier, Lok, enure, 
The daily Croſs with Joy to prove; 
Give him an Heart reſolv'd, and pure, 
And meek, and full of patient Love. 


4 Give him, when now the Day draws near, 
His utter Helpleſſneſs to ſee ; 
Give him the Self- miſtruſting Fear, 
The humble Awe that cleaves to 'Thee. 


5 To Thee let him in Faith look up, 
And claim the Succours from Above, 
And riſe to all the Strength of Hope, 
To all tir Omnipotence of Love. 


6 O'erwhelm him with th' amazing Grace, 
That he, ſo poor, ſo ſelf-abhor'd, 
Leaſt of the Blood-beſprinkled Race, 
That he ſhould ſuffer for his Logyd! 


7 Give him th' indubitable Sign, 
That all his Sufferings are for Thee; 
Aſſure his Heart the Cauſe is Thine, 
And Thou wilt get the Victory. 
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3 Give him, before he bows his Head, 
The Sight to fervent Stephen given, 


The everlaſting Doors diſplay'd, 
The Glories of a wide- ſpread Heaven. 


9 Shew him Thyſelf at God's Right-hand : 
Thou on the faithful Soul look down, 
Thou by thy dying Champion ſtand, 
And reach him out the Starry Crown. 


10 Inſpire him with thy tender Care 
þ or thoſe who nail'd Thee to the Wood, 
And give to his expiring Prayer 
The Men that drive his Soul to Gop. 


— _ — — ow 
HYMN XVI. 


1 ORD, we have All forſook, 
Thy dying Love to know, 

To bear thy light and eaſy Yoke, 
And in thy Foot-ſteps go; 
Pleaſure, and Goods, and Fame, 
We gladly have reſtor'd, . 

In Pain, and Poverty, and Shame, 
Partakers with our LoRPD. 


2 Arm'd with thy Strength alone, 
We ſtill our Al reſign; 

Our Lives, which once we call'd our own, 
Are not our own, but Thane : 
Ready we always ſtand 
In thine Almighty Power, 

To yield them up at thy Command, 

And meet the Fiery Hour. 


Where is the Promiſe then, 
The Bliſs Thou haſt prepar'd 
For us before the Sons of Men, 


Where is our great Reward > 
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The Hundred-fold Increaſe 

Of Goods, and Lands, and Friends, 
The ſweet unutterable Peace, ; 

The Joy that never ends! 


4 Surely we are poſſeſt 
Of Thee our Recompence, 

Extacy fills our panting Breaſt, 
And pains our aching Senſe : 
What hath the World like this ! 
The Joy which now we know— 

Tis more than Joy, or Life, or Bliſs, 
Tis Heaven begun below. 


5 Yet O we look for more 
And mightier Joys above, 
The Fulneſs of thy Heavenly Store, 
Of thine Eternal Love 
Glory ſhall end the Strife, 
And in theſe Bodies ſhine ; 
Jzsv, our Everlaſting Life, 
Our Fleſh ſhall be like Thine. 


6 _ Chang'd by his mighty Love, 


We ſhall be as our LoR D, 
. And fit upon our Thrones above, 
_ And bleſs his juſt Award: 
1 While trembling at the Bar, 


Devils and Tyrants ftand, 
We ſhall with Him their Doom declare, 
And ſhout at his Right-Hand, 


7 Then every Saint of His 

Shall lean upon his Breaſt ; 

The Wicked there from Troubling ceaſe, 
And there the Weary reſt : | 
Our Sufferings all are Oer, 
Our Tears are wip'd away, 

We only love, rejoice, adore, 
Thro' one Eternal Day. 
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3 The Rivers of Delight 
That there our Souls embrace, 
The glorious beatific Sight 
That veils the Angels Face, 
The joys ineffable 
That from thy Preſence flow, 
The Fulneſs here we cannot tell, 
But, Lok, we die to know. 
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I E Servants of Gop, Your Mafter proclaim, 
f And publiſh abroad His wonderful Name, 
The Name all- victorious Of IEs us extol ; | 


His Kingdom 1s glorious, And rules over All. 


2 The Waves of the Sea Have lift up their Voice, 
_ Sore troubled that we In Jzsvs rejoice; 
The Floods they are roaring, But Jesvs is here, 
While we are adoring, He always is near. 


3 Men, Devils engage, The Billows ariſe, | 
And horribly rage, And threaten the Skies : 
Their Fury ſhall never Our Stedfaſtneſs ſhock, 
The weakek Believer Is built on a Rock. | 


4 Gon ruleth on high, Almighty to ſave, 
And till He is nigh, His Preſence we have; 
The 2 Congregation His ag ſhall ſing, 


ing. 


Aſcribing Salvation To IEs us our 
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5 Salvation to Gop, Who ſits on the Throne! 
Let all cry aloud, And to10ur the Sox [ 
Our Jesvs's Praiſes The Angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their Faces, And worſhip the Lamb. 


6 Then let us adore, And give Him his Right, 
All Glory, and Power, And Wiſdom, and Might, 
All Honour, and Bleſſing, With Angels above, 
And Thanks never ceaſing, And infinite Leve. 


— — 


HYM N IL 


I On King, Who reigneſt on high, 
Thy Mercy we ſing, Thy Haters defy, 

We give Thee thy Glory, Tho' Satan oppoſe, 
And gladly adore Thee, In Sight of thy Foes. 


2 The Reprobates dare Their Maſter proclaim, 
And loudly declare Their Sin and their Shame 
Preſumptuous in Evil, Their God they avow, 
Their Father the Devil; And worſhip him now. 


3 And tall we not ſing Our Maſter and Logo, 
Our Maker and King, By Angels ador'd, 
Our merciful Saviour, Who brought us to Gon, 
And purchas'd us Favour By ſhedding his Blood? 


4 Yes, LorD, we adore, Tho' all Men deny, 
And tell of thy Power, Triumphantly nigh : 
O ſesu, we bleſs Thee, Our IEsus proclaim, 
And gladly confeſs Ihee, For ever the fame. 


5 In Tumult and Noiſe, We ſing of thy Grace, 
More mighty our Joys, Make bite our Praiſe, 
Our Triumphs are higher, And warmer our Zical, 
And Thee ever nigher Than Satan we feel, 


; E | 
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6 The Sinners we ſee, Who Satan obey 
Much happier we, Much wiſer than they, 


Our Mafter is greater, He makes us his Heirs, 
And O how much better Our Wages than theirs ! 


7 Our Jxs vs is near, Whenever we ſing, 
Among us we hear 'The Shout of a King ; 
Our Voices are ſtronger Than theirs who blaſ- 
pheme, 


And ſurely we longer Shall triumph than them. 


— 


HYMN III. 


1 LL-conquering Lox», Whom Sinners adore, 
Remember thy Word, And ſtir up thy Power, 

Drive Satan before Thee, His Advocates chace; 
Or let them adore Thee, Or yield to thy Grace. 


2 O pity, and ſpare, And ſave them from Death, 
Pluck'd out of his Snare, Snatch'd out of his Teeth; 
Almighty Redeemer, To whom all Things bow, 

Caſt down the Blaſphemer, And reſcue them now. 


3 O why ſhould he take Thy Purchaſe away? 
Thy Fury awake, And fly on the Prey; 
Iny Purchaſe recover, That Satan may feel, 
Thy Kingdom is over Earth, Heaven, and Hell, 


4 O anſwer the Prayer Of prevalent Faith! 
In Mercy forbear "Theſe Children of Wrath, 
And give them Repentance, Let Mercy take place, 
Reverſe the fad Sentence, And {ave them by Grace. 


„ 
GAY 
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HYMN IV. 
The Fourteenth Chapter of HosE a. 


I Inners, obey the gracious Call, 
Unto the Lord your Gop return, 
The dire Occaſion of your Fall, 
Your Fooliſhneſs of Folly mourn. 


2 Sin only hath your Ruin been; 
In humble Words your Grief expreſs, 
Turn to the Loxo, your ſhameful Sin 
The Burden of your Soul confeſs, 


3 Gor of all Power, and Truth, and Grace, 
All our Iniquity remove, 
Spare, and accept a fallen Race, 
Gop of all Power, and Truth, and Love. 


4 Take all, take all our Sins away, 
Nor Guilt, nor Power, nor Being have, 
Forgive us now, thine Arm diſplay, 
Thine own, for Jes v's Sake, receive. 


5 So will we render Thee the Praiſe, 
With joytul Lips and Hearts renew'd, 
Preſent Thee all our ſinleſs Days, 
A living Sacrifice to Gop. 


6 So will we truſt in Man no more, 
No more to Man for Succour fly, 
The Works of our own Hands adore, 
Or ſeek ourſelves to juſtify. 


7 Not by an Arm of Fleſh, but Thine, 
We look from Sin to be ſet free ; 
O Love! O Rightcouſneſs Divine ! 
The Helpleſs all find Help in Thee. 
7 E 2 


- 
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$ Surely in Me (your Gop replies) 
Ihe Fatherleſs ſhall Mercy find, 
VWhoe'er on Me for Help relies, 
Shall know the Saviour of Mankind. 


9 I (for my Son hath died to ſeal 
Their Peace, and a!l my Wrath remove) 
I will their fin-fick Spirits heal, 
And freeiy the Backſliders love. 


10 Iuill my ſovereign Art diſplay, 
To perfect Eealth their Souls reſtore, 
And take their Bent to Sin away, 
And lift them up to fall no more. 


it In Rleſſings will I then come down, 
And water them with gracious Dew, 

And all my former Mercies crown, 

And every pardon'd Soul renew. 


12 1jrocl ſhall as the Lilly grow, 
As chaſte, as beautiful, and white, 
Vet ſtriking deep his Roots below, 
And tow'ring as the Cedar's Height. 


13 His branching Arms he wide ſhall ſpread, 
And flouriſh in eternal Bloom, 
Fair as the Olive's verdant Shade, 


F ragrant as Lebanon's Perfume. 


14 Whce'er beneath his Shadow dwell, 
Shall as the putrid Corn revive, 


A mortal quickning Virtue feel, » 
And fink to rife, and die to live. | 


15 Their Boughs with Fruit ambroſi al crown'd, 
As Lebancr's thick cluftring Vine, 
Shall ſpread their Odours all around, 
Grateful to human Taſte, and mine. 


* 
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16 Ephraim, my pleaſant Child, ſhall ſay, 
With Idols what have I to do? 
« cannot ſin; get hence away, 
« Vain World! I cannot ſtoop to you. 


17 © God, only God, hath all my Heart, 
My vile Idolatries are over, 
I cannot now from Gop depart, 
« For, born of God, I fin no more.” 


18 Whoe'er to this High Prize aſpire, 
And long my utmoſt Grace to prove, 
I heard, and mark'd their Heart's Deire, 
And I wall perſect them in Love. 


19 Beneath my Love's Almighty Shade, 
O Hacl, fit, and reft ſecure, 
On Me thy quiet Soul be ſtay'd, 
Till pure as I thy Gop am pure. 


20 Surely I will my People fave, 
Who on my faithful Word depend 
Tbeir Fruit to Holinefs ſhall have, 
And glorious all to Heaven aſcend. 


SEN 
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MN I. 


I Ighteous, Sin-avenging Gop, 
To Thee what fhall we ſay ? 
Dare we deprecate the Rod, 
Or ſtill for Reſpite pray? 
Thou haſt given our ſinful Land 
A longer, and a longer Space, 
But we fill thy Love withſtand, 
And mock Thee to thy Face. 


2 Thou in Danger's darkeſt Hour 

Didſt on our Side appear, 

Snatch us from the waſting Power 
Of Name and Satan near: 

Whom the Winds and Seas obey, 

Thou, Lord, thy mighty Arm didſt ſhew, 

Chace the Alien Hoſts away, 

And ſtop th' invading Foe. 
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3 Not our Providence or Sword 
Did us from Ruin fave, 
Our Deliverer is the Lokp, 
Let Him the Glory have: 
But, alas! we have not fear'd 
Thy Power, or render'd Thee thy Due, 
Have not honour'd or rever'd 
A God we never knew. 


4 Ver ſtill, if that can be, | 
We have been in thy Sight, 
Scorn'd to give the Praiſe to Thee, 
And robb'd Thee of thy Right, 
V.”rong'd thine interpoſing Grace, 
Denied thy Providential Care, 
Harden'd as th* Fg yprian Race 
Thine utmoſt Plague to dare. 


5 What can our Deſtruction ſtop, 
Or now reverſe our Doom? 
God the Juft muſt give us up, 
And let the Ruin come: | 
Lo! He whets his glittering Sword, 
His Hand doth hold of Judgment take, 
Riſes the Almighty Lok p. 
A guilty Land to ſhake. 


6 O Almighty Lon, we own 

Thine awful Righteouſneſs, 

Make in us thy Goodneſs known, 
Who all our Sins confeſs, 

Us who tremble at the Rod, y 

And meekly to the Judgment bow, 

O remember us for Good, 

Who ſue for Mercy Now t: 
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HYMN II. 


1 AMB of Gov, who bear'ſt away 


All the Sins of all Mankind, 
Bow a Nation to thy Sway, 
While we may Acceptance find, 
Let us thankfully embrace 
The laſt Offers of thy Grace. 


2 Thou thy Meſſengers haſt ſent 
Joyful Tidings to proclaim, 
Willing we ſhould all repent, 
Know Salvation in thy Name, 
Feel our Sins by Grace forgiven, 
Find in Thee the Way to 2 


3 Jesu, roll away the Stone, 
Good Phyſician, ſhew thine Art, 
Make thine healing Virtue known, 
Break the unbelieving Heart, 
Soften the obdurate Crov/d, 
Melt the Rebels by thy Blood. 


4 Let thy dying Love conſtrain 
Thoſe that diſregard thy Frowny 
Sink the Mountain to a Plain, 
Bring the Pride of Sinners down, 
By thy bloody Croſs ſubdue, 
Tell them, I have died for you. 


x Or if yet they will not turn 
In their acceptable Day, 
Will not look on Thee and mourn, 
Will not caſt their Sins away, 
Them at laſt by Judgments ſhake, 
By thy Thunder's Voice awake. 
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6 Force our hardned Souls to fear, 
Viſit with Affliction's Rod, 

Let us have our Chaſtening here, 
Fall into the Hands of Gov; 
Scourge, but make not a full End, 

Puniſh us, but, Lok, amend. 


Let th' Effect of Jacob's Pain 
Be to purge his Sin away, 
Let the Stock take Root again, 
Flourtſh in a Goſpel Day, 
Forth in gracious Bloſſoms ſhoot, 
Fill the Earth with Golden Fruit. 


If the Ruin be decreed, 

Turn it to thy People's Good, 
Still preſerve the Holy Seed, 

Arm us with thy ſprinkled Blood, 
Till the utmoſt Grace we prove, 
Perfect in all- patient Love. 


HYMN III. 
ZEPH, Chap. i. 12, &c. ii. 1, 2. 


HE Day, the dreadful Day draws nigh, 
When Gov in Judgment ſhall appear, 
Shall by his Laws his Feople try, 
And prove with Scrutiny ſevere 
The Sinners ſettled on their Lees, 
And puniſh All that dwell at Eaſe. 


The Men whoſe Hearts deny his Love, 
His Guardian Love, and Righteous Sway, 
Who ſay, „Secure He ſits above, 
And lets us each purſue our Way, 
Nor wilt He &er our Deeds regard, 
Or puniſh Mortals, or reward,” 


* 
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3 On theſe the Loxp his Wrath ſhall ſhew, 
And give them to the Waſter's Power, 
Stir up the fierce invading Foe, 
Their Goods and Houſes to devour : 
Houſes they ſhall for others build, 
And ſow, but never reap the Field. 


4 For lo! the Lon p's great Day is near, 
Is near, and ſwiftly haſtens on, 
The mighty Men ſhall cry for Fear 
And Anguiſh, while his Wrath comes down, 
While God the Sacred Panic darts, 
And ſpeaks in Thunder to their Hearts. 


5s Who can that awful Day declare? 
A Day of Trouble and Diſtreſs, 
A Day of raging waſteful War, 
Of Darkneſs, Clouds, and. Gloomineſs, 
A Day to join th? embattled Powers, | 
And ftorm the Forts, and ſhake the 'Towers. 


6 The Lox ſhall bring a ſudden Snare, 
| The Wicked by his Judgments blind, 
Becauſe his utmoſt Plagues they dare, 
They here their Puniſhment ſhall find, 
Their Blood ſhall be as Duſt pour'd forth, 
Their Carcaſes ſkall dung the Earth. 


Not all their Treaſures ſhall-redeem 
Their Lives in that tremendous Day, 
When God's great Jealouſy ſhall flame 
Vindictive, and devour its Prey, 
The Land where in their Sins they dwell 
Burn up,—burn after them to Hell. 


8 Turn then to Gon, ye Sinners, turn. 
Let every Heart at once relent, 
The whole devoted Nation mourn, 
By gencral Grief the Curſe prevent, 


Trouble and Per ſerution. 59 
In penitential Sorrow join, 
And deprecate the Wrath Divine. 


9 2 before the dire Decree 
ring forth th? irrevocable Doom; 
Before the Day as Chaff ye ſee 
Paſs by ; before the Vengeance come ; 
Before the Loxy let looſe his Ire, 
And make you Fuel to the Fire. 


10 Or if the Wicked will not hear, 
Ye humble Souls that keep his Word, 
Ye mee ones of the Earth, revere, 
And fee; with double Zeal your Lord, 
Walk on in all his righteous Ways. 
And labour for the perfect Grace. 


11 It may be God, the God ye love, 
Will hide you in his Anger's Day, 
Far off from you the Sword remove 
Or if it ſweeps your Lives away, 
Your Souls with ſwifter Motion driven, 
Shall in a Whirlwind ſiy to Heaven. 


HY MN IV. 


1 God, thy Righteouſneſs we own, 
Laid by thy threatning Judgments low, 
Beneath a Nation's Load we groan, | 
And more than ſhare the common Woe, 
The common Woe, ſo long delay'd, 
Which burſts in Thunder on our Head. 


2 Warn'd by thy Spirit's gracious Call, 
We look'd for this vindictive Day; 
And ſtill we at thy Footitool fall, 
And till we weep, and watch, and pray: 
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Hear, Jesv, hear our mournful Prayer, 
And ſpare the ſinful Nation, ſpare. 


3 Why ſhould they full be ſtricken, Lozp, 
When all thy Strokes are ſpent in vain ? 
They will not ſee the invading Sword, 
But dare thy lifted Arm again; 
And deep-revolting more and more, 
Defy thine Anger's utmoſt Power. 


4 Still chey provoke thy glorious Eyes, 
And ſcorn thy outſtretch'd Arm to fear, 
Thy gracious Calls they ſtill deſpiſe, 
And vex thy faithful Servants here, 
And hunt to Death the righteous Soul, 
And make their guilty Meaſure full. 


5 Tho? twice ten thouſand Souls are fled 
With Pain to their eternal Home, 
The reſt diſdain thy Wrath to dread, 
And eager for their inſtant Doom, 
With Pharaob's Rage purſue thy Sheep, 
And ruſh into the hellſh Deep. 


6 Yet for the Honour of thy Love 
The reopie of thy Wrath forbear, 
Their Sin and Puniſhment remove, 
The Fury and the Waſte of War; 
Pluck from the Fire, Almighty Gop, 
And quench the Brands in Jes v's Blood. 


HY M NV. 
For his Majeſy King GEORGE. 


I ORD of Hoſts, we look to Thee, 
To Thee in Faith we cell, 
Terrible in Majeſty, 
Thou reigneſt over All; 
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| Thy great Arm Salvation brings, 
Thou oꝰer-· rul'ſt th' imbattied Powers, 
Giv'ſt the Victory to Kings — 
O give it now to Our's! 


2 Sovereign Arbiter ariſe, 
His lawful Right maintain, 
Blaſt and ſcatter with thine Eyes 
Whoe'er oppoſe his Reign : 
All their Strength o' erturn, o'erthrow, 
Knap their Spears, and break their Swords, 
Make Fe daring Rebels know | 
The Battle is the Lox D's. 


3 Not by Many, or by Few 
Art Thou reſtrain'd to fave : 
They ſhall all their Foes ſubdue, 
Who Thee their Helper have ; 
Let the World their Powers engage, 
Rome's and Hell's whole Conclave join, 
Calm we meet their utmoſt Rage, 
If arm'd with Strength Divine. 


4 O Almighty Gop of Love, 

Appear on 1/rae/”s Side, 
Send us Succour from above, 

Who in thine Aid confide : 
Lo! we truſt in Thee alone, 

On thy ſingle Arm depend, 
Jesvs, help, and fave thine own, 
And ſave us to the End, 
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HEFT 
Is AIAH xxvi. 20, 21. 


1 FNOME, O my choſen People, come, 
Far from the evil World retire, 
Wiſe to eſcape th' impending Doom, 
The Weight of Heaven's vindictive Ire. 


2 Enter into thy ſecret Place, | 
With filent Awe thy Gop adore, 
Hide thee for one ſhort Moment's Space, 
And reſt till all the Wrath be o'er. 


3 For lo! the Loxp from Heaven comes down, 
Vengeance on ſinful Man to take, 
The World ſhall tremble at his Frown, 
The Earth ſhall to her Center quake, 


4 The Earth ſhall at his Word her Blood 
. Diſcloſe, nor longer hide her Slain, 
The Dead ſhall riſe to meet their Gop, 
And fink into eternal Pain, 


* 


— 


HYMN VIL 


A PRAYER for a MINISTER, 


I Iſhop of Souls, regard our Cry, 
Our faithful Guide with Strength ſupply, 
And hide his Life above, 
The Teacher teach, the Leader lead, 
The Paſtor every Moment feed 
With thy ſufficient Love, 


Y — On 
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2 His Hands confirm, his Breaſt inſpire, - 


And touch his Lips with hallow'd Fire, 
That Zeal of Charity, 

That Apoſtolie Sp'rit impart, 

And make him after thy own Heart, 
And count him worthy Thee. 


3 Harden to Adamant his Brow, 
His Wiſdom and his Mouth be Thou, 
His Might invincible : 
Arm him in all the Arms Divine, 
Send forth this Meſſenger of Thine 
To ſhake the Gates of Hell. 


4 Thy Power be in his Weakneſs ſeen, 
A SpeQacle to Fiends and Men, 
Support him with thy Mind : 
Nor let the Paſtor die for Want, 
Nor let the Standard-bearer faint, 
Aſſail'd by all Mankind. 


5 Be with him in that darkeſt Hour, 
When Hell exerts its utmoſt Power 
Thy Miniſter t' oppreſs; 
Revil'd, forſaken, and betray'd, 
In all Things like his Maſter made, 
Vet kept in perfect Peace. 


6 When every human Friend is fled, 

Stand by him at his greateſt Need, 

Nor ſuffer him to fear; 

Strongly upheld by Thee alone, 

To make the Preaching fully known, 
That all the World may hear. 


7 Unto thy heavenly Kingdom keep, 
And grant him there in Joy to reap 
What he in 'Tears did ſow, 
Late to thy Paradiſe remove, 
And let him to his Throne above. 
In, glorious Triumph go. 


6; 


— — — 
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When ready to be offer'd up, 
Give him to ſpeak th immortal Hope 
That fills his ſwelling Heart, 
© Now letteft Thou thy Servant, Lozp, 
According to thy faithful Word, 
In perfect Peace depart. 


the good Fight have fought and won, 

all my Courſe on Earth have run, 
And paſs'd my mourning Days, 

Have kept the Faith by Jes vs given, 

And haſte to my Reward in Heaven, 
A Crown of Righteouſneſs, 


That glorious Wreath which now I ſee, 
The Lok, the Righteous Judge, on me 
“ Shall at that Day beſtow, 
* On me, and all my Brethren here, 
Who long to fee my Lord appear, 
« And love his Work below.” 


So be it, Lox, for whom we ſtay, 
Haften the long- expected Day, 
And call our Friend to ſhare 
The Heavenly Joy of Saints deceas'd, 
And let us all with him be bleſs'd, 
And die to meet him there. 


— 


HYMN VIII. 


Readful Sin- chaſtiſing Gop, 
If the Decree is p 
1t the N Rod 
Muſt ſcourge our Land at laſt, 
When Thou don in Wrath reprove 


The Sinners who thy Judgments dare, 


Spare the Remnant, Lox p, in Love 
Thy Praying People ſpare, 
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2 If on ſuch a Land as this | 

Thou muſt —__ be, , 

Yet preſerve in perfect Peace 
The Souls that truſt on Thee, 

Hide their precious Lives above, 

And make them thy peculiar Care, 

Spare the Remnant, Loxv,. in Love 

Thy Praying People ſpare. 


3 Mark the Men, who deeply ſigh 
Our loathſome Crimes to view, 
Hear their deprecating Cry, 
And fave the mournful Few, 
Far from them the Plague remove, 
The Famine and the Waite of War; 
Spare the Remnant, Lok b, in Love 
Thy Pray ing People ſpare. 


4 To thy little Fleck of Sheep, 
O that thy Grace might join 
Us, ev'n us, who fain would weep: 
Beneath the Wrath Divine! 
Helz us, O Thou Holy Dove! 
To breathe the mnch-availing Prayer, 
Spare the Remnant, Lorp, in Love 
Thy Pray ing Feople ſpare. 


5 Surely now in Part we fcel 
The Anſwer to our Cry, 
Thou thine Anger doſt reveal, 
And bring the Judgment nigh; 
Now the coming Woes we prove, 
And groan the common Ills. to bear; 
Spare the Remnant, Lord, in Love: 
. Thy Praying People ſpare. 


6 Grant us ſtill to pray and grieve 
Till all the Wrath. is paſt; 
This the Sign Thou wilt forgive, 
And heal our © at laſt: 
. 
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Heavily till then we move, 
And ſigh our ſympathiſing Care, 
Spare the Remnant, Loxp, in Love 
Thy Praying People ſpare. 


_—. 


HYMN IX. 


I HOU awful Gon, whoſe righteous Ire 
In Sion as a Furnace burns, 
Fit Fuel of eternal Fire, 
A Race that all thy Mercy ſcorns; 
Behold us where in Death we le, 
Nor let our Souls for ever die, 


2 All we, like Sheep, have gone aſtray, 
Have turn'd to our own Wickedneſs, 
Ruſh'd headlong down the ſpacious Way; 
But O how few their Sins confeſs! 

Their foul Apoſtacy bemoan, 
Or tremble as the Wrath comes down. 


3 Yet haſt Thou left Thyſelf a Seed, 
A Remnant of peculiar Grace, 
A little Flock, who mourn, and plead, 
And wreſtle for the faithleſs Race 
'That will not hear thy threatning Rod, 
Or turn, and find a pard'ning Gop. 


4 Touch'd from above with Fear Divine, 
We would the weeping Few increaſe, 
Our broken Hearts and Voices join, 
And wail our Nation's Wickedneſs, 
In deepeſt Groans our Crimes declare, 
In all the Agony of Prayer. 


5 Alas for us! to Evil fold, 
A Seed of Lips and Hearts unclean, 
In Vice beyond Example bold, 
Sunk in the Dregs of Time and Sin, 
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Laden with all Iniquity, 
As Satan contrary to Thee! 


6 Vet for the Righteous Remnant's Sake 
Our Death-devoted Scam ſpare, 
And call the Storms of Vengeance bac 
Or if Thou canſt no more forbear, 
Thyſelf reſume our wretched Breath, 
But fave us from eternal Death. 


— * 


HYMN X. 
De Second Chapter of JoEL. 


E423... 


L LOW ye the Trump, in Sion blow, 
B 'That All may hear and underſtand, 
Their Time of Viſitation know; 

Sound an Alarm throughout my Land, 
Let all the People quake for Fear, 
The Day, the — 4 Day, is near. 


2 A Day of Gloomineſs and Dread, 
A Day of Clouds and fore Affright, 
As Miſts upon the Mountains ſpread, 
Dark as the deepeſt Noon of Night, 
A Day where only Meteors ſhine, 
Day of righteous Wrath Divine. 


3 Deſtruction from the Lord is come, 
The terrible Almighty Loxp, 
To ſeal a guilty Nation's Doom: 
Lo! He hath bard th' avenging Sword, 
And ſent his hoſtile Armies forth, 
To plague, and waſte, and ſhake the Earth. 


\ 
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4 Lo! at his Word th? embattled Powers 
Marching in dread Array appear ! 

A Fire before thcir Face devours, 

A Flame is kindled by their Rear, 

Plague, Famine, Fire, and Sword, are join'd, 

And phaſtly Ruin ſtalks behind. 


5 Before their Face an Eon blooms, 

But where the grounded Staff hath paſt, 
'Their Breath the Paradiſe conſumes, 

And lays the pleaſant Landſcape waſte, 
No more the Seat of Joy and Peace, 
But one great dreary Wilderneſs. 


6 As Horſemen harneſs'd for the Fight, 
Tdey ruſh impetuous from afar, 
Borne headlong with reſiſtleſs Might, 
Loud-rattling as the rolling Car, 
Light o'er the Mountain-Tops they bound, 
The Vales with clanging Arms refeund.. 


7 As Fire on crackling Stubble feeds, 
And wins its defolated Way, 

The mighty Hoſt Deſtruction ſpreads, 
Wide-waſting, and devours its avis 
With Noiſe confus'd, and Shoutings loud, 
And Groans, and Garments roll'd in Blood. 


$ Where'er they turn, the People fail, 
Pain'd and aſtonied at the Sight, 
Their Face o'erſpread with deadly Pale, 
Their Heart o erwhelm'd with huge Affright, 
Hopeleſs to ftand th' Invader's Force, | 
Or ſtop-their all- victorious Courſe. 


9 Nothing againſt their Might ſhall ſtand, 
While firmly rank'd in cloſe Array, 
And marſhald by Divine Command, 
Secure they urge their rapid Way, 
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Or riſe when fallen on the Sword, 
Unwounded Champions of the Loxp. 


10 Swift to the Slaughter and the Spoil 
The fierce invulnerable Powers 
Shall run, ſhall fly; their Foemen foil, 
And ſcale the Walls, and mount the Towers: 
The Earch beneath their Rage ſhall quake, 
The Battlemenb of Heaven ſhall ſhake, 


11 The Sun no more ſhall rule the Day, 
But ſet eclips'd in ſudden Night, 

The Moon ſhall loſe her paler Ray, ; 

The Stars withdraw their glimm'ring Light, 

The higher Powers ſhall diſappear, 2 

When Gop, the Glorious King, is near. 


12 Before his dreadful Camp the Loxp 
Shall utter his majeſtic Voice, | 
For He 1s ſtrong, and keeps his Word, 
And all his vengeful Power employs 
Againſt the World in that great Day, 
When Heaven and Earth ſhall flee away. 


— 


HYMN XI. 
PART IL 


X 7 Herefore He now in Mercy cries, 
With all your Heart ye Sinners turn, 
To Me, before my Wrath ariſe, 
To Me confeſs your Sins and mourn, 
Chaſten your Souls with Faſt ſevere, 
And tremble at my Judgments near. 
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2 Your Hearts, and not your Garments rent, 
And turn unto the Lox D your God, 
For He is kind, on Mercy bent, 
Gracious to thoſe that hear his Rod, 
To Anger flow, and loath to chide, 
But fwitt to lay his Bolt aſide, 


3 Who knows but He may now return, 
Repent, and from his Wrath forbear, 
Griev'd at the Heart for them that mourn, 
And vanquiſh'd by their humble Prayer, 
May for a Curſe a Bleſſing leave, | 
And every weeping Soul forgive? 


4 Blow ye the Trumpet's loudeſt Blaſt, 
A ſhrill Alarm in Sian found, 
Proclaim a Soul- afflicting Faſt, 
Io all the _ Nation round : 
A ſolemn, fa mbly call, 
And let the Summons reach to All. 


5 Gather and ſanctify the Crowd, 
To deprecate the Wrath Divine, 
Bring all into the Houſe of Gop, 
The Elders and the Infants join, 
The Sucklings place beneath his Eye, 
And let your Babes for Mercy cry. 


6 His Chamber let the Bridegroom leave, 
The Bride out of her Cloſet go, 
The Prieſts of Gop lament and prieve, 
And proſtrate at his Altar ſhew 
By Tears and Cries the Load they bear, 
And pray their angry God to ſpare. 


5 With Pity, O Thou gracious Loxp,. 
Thy poor afflicted People ſee ! 
Nor give us to th' Invader's Sword, 
The little Flock redeem'd by Thee, 
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Nor leave us to their ſcornful Rage, 
But ſpare thy drooping Heritage. 


8 Why ſhould the Heathen Aliens * = 
Where is He now, their boaſted Gop ? 
Why ſhould they bear the cruel Sway, 
And waſh their Footſteps in our Blood? 
Wilt Thou not, Lord, at laſt awake, 
And fave us for thy J=su*s-Sake. 


9 He will, JEnovan ſurely will 

Be jealous for his fav'rite Land, 
His pitying Love at laſt reveal, 

Redeem us by his out-ſtretch'd Hand, 
Anſwer our Prayer in Power and Peace, 
And fill us with his Righteouſneſs. 


10 The Loxp ſhall to his People ſay, 


Lo! I again mine own will feed, 

With Corn, and Wine, and Oil, convey 
Into your Souls the living Bread, 

Send down my Spirit from above, 

The Oil of Joy, the Wine of Love. 


11 Sion, I will no more expoſe 


To Heathens a Reproach and Prey, 
But turn mine Hand againſt your Foes, 
And drive the Alien Hoſt away, 
Satan and all his Powers ſubdue, 
And flay the Sins that waſted you. 


Þþ 
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HYMN XII. 
PART III. 


HEN, then the Goſpel-Day ſhall riſe, 
(Je nova ſpeaks, let Earth attend) 
I from my Throne above the Skies ; 
Will on all Fleth my Spirit ſend ; 
Not One but may the t romiſe find, 
The Gift pour'd out on all Mankind. 


2 Your Sons and Daughters at that Day 
Shall in the folemn Worſhip join, 
Or fervent in the Spirit pray, 
Or utter Words of Praiſe Divine, 
The Old ſtill dream, inſpir'd by Me, 
The Young ſhall Heavenly Viſions ſee. 


3 I will to the whole ranſom'd Race 

My glorious Deity reveal, 
Pour out the Spirit of my Grace, 

My Servants and my Handmaids fill 
With Love, ſhed in their Hearts abroad, 
With all the Plenitude of GO D. 


4 Who ſlight my Miracles of Love 
On them I will my Judgments ſhew, 
Portentous Signs in Heaven above, 
And Prodigies in Earth below; 
The Earth ſhall be burnt. up with Fire, 
And all its Works in Smoke expire. 


5 The Sun ſhall black as Sackcloth turn, 
The Moon ſhall redden into Blood, | 
The El'ments melt, the Heavens ſhall burn, 
At that great awful Day of Goo, 
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The Stars ſhall from their Orbits fall, 
And Flames and Darkneſs cover All. 


6 Then ſhall the Lox p his Truth diſplay, 
(The merciful Almighty Loxp) 
To thoſe that did his Call obey, 
The Reſidue that kept his Word, 
He ſhall the full Salvation give, 
And bid his Saints in Glory live. 


7 Then all that on the Lox rely, 
And call in Faith on JEs v's Name, 
Caught up to meet Him in the Skies, 
Their Maſter's glorious Joy ſhall claim, 
Joy to his faithful Servants given, 
Joy in a new eternal Heaven. 


— — — 


HYMN XIII. 
For his Majefly King GEORGE, 


I Gon, who hear'ſt the Prayer, 
For Jes v's Sake alone 
Receive thy Darling Care, 
Thy own anointed One, 
Our King into thine Arms receive, 


And let him to thy Glory live, 


2 Thy Miniſter for Good 
To us he long hath been, 
And in the Gap hath ſtood, 
And ſtill he ſtands between 
Thy little Flock and Papal Power, 
Nor lets the Romiſb Wolf devour. 


G 
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3 His mild and gentle Sway 
Hath check'd our Brethren's Rage, 
And ſpoil'd them of their Prey, 
And ſav'd thine Heritage, 
Who ſtill with his Protection bleſt 
Beneath his ſacred Shadow reſt. 


4 O for thy ]=sv's Sake 
Thy Sion's Debt reſtore, 
And pay the Bleſſing back, 
In thy protecting Power! 
Ten thouſand thouſand Bleſſings ſhed 
In Showers on our Defender's Head. 


5 Prolong his glorious Race, 
| And let him late remove 
To fee thy bliſsful Face, 
And take his Seat above; 
Keep, till kis full Reward is given, 
And guard him te a Throne in Heaven. 


HYMN XIV. 


7 1 Loxp is King, ye Saints rejoice, 
| And ceaſeleſs Hallelujahs fing ! 
'The angry Floods lift up their Voice 


In vain, for lo! the Loxp is King. 


2 All Ocean's Waves may ſwell and roar, 
They cannot break their und Chain: 
Supreme in Majeſty and Powgr. 
Jenovan ſhall for ever reign. 


3 Tho! War's devouring Surges Ar, 
Hheyond their Bounds they cannot go, 
Jerovan hits above the Skies, 


And rules th* embattled Hoſts below, 
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4 The Counſels vain of earthly Kings 
He blaſts and baffles at his Will, 
All their Deſigns to Nought He brings, 
And bids the madding World be ſtill. 


5 Tis Gon who bids Contention ceaſe, 
And makes the Flames of War expire, 
Deſtroys the cruel Foes of Peace, 
And burns the Weapons of his Ire. 


6 Wherefore to Him our Souls we raiſe, 
Our Souls are mighty in his Hand, 
We dwell within his ſecret Place, 
We on the Rock of Ages ſtand... 


7 Thou, Lox, ſhalt take thy People's Part, 
Our Lives beneath thy Shadow hide : 
Head over all to us Thou art, 
Jo us who in thy Name conhde. 


8 Jesus, we truſt in Thee alone; | 
The Strength, that in thy Name we have, 
The Love, that ſtill preſerves thine Own, 
Thro' all Eternity ſhall fave. 


HYMN XV. 


1 E AD of thy Church triumphant, 
| | We joyfully adore Thee; 
Till Thou appear, 
Thy Members here 
Shall ſing like Thofe in Glory. 


We lift our Hearts and Voices 
With bleſt Anticipation, 
And cry aloud, 
And give to G 
The Praiſe of our Salvation. 
G 2 
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2 While in Affliction's Furnace, 
And paſſing through the Fire, 
* Thy Love we praiſe, 
| Which knows our Days, 
And ever brings us nigher. 


We clap our Hands exulting 
In thine Almighty Favour ; 
The Love Divine, 
| Which made us Thine, 
* Shall keep us Thine for ever. 


3 Thou doſt conduct thy People 
IThro' Torrents of Temptation, 
Nor will we fear, 
While Thou art near, 
The Fire of Tribulation. 


The World, with Sin and Satan, 
In vain our March oppoſes, 

In Thee we ſhall 

Break thro? them all, 
And ſing the Song of Me/es. 


4 By Faith we ſee the Glory 
To which Thou ſhalt reſtore us, 
The Croſs deſpiſe 
For that high Frize, 
Which Thou haſt ſct before us. 


And, if Thou count us wortliy, 
We each, as dying Sehen, 
Shall ſee Thee ſtand 
At God's Right-hand 


To take us up to Heaven. 


MOR 


— 
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1 ee 

HN 8 
FOR | 


TIMES of TROUBLE. 


HT MN. 


I "Y preſent Help in Trouble, 
My Souls eternal Lover, 
Beneath thy Shade 
I hide my Head 
Till all the Storm is over. 


O bring me by thy Mercy 
Through this fevere Temptation! 
And all Day long 
My joyful Song 
Shall publiſh thy Salvation. 


2 Thine Arm is fill unſnorten'd, 
And ready to deliver, 
Thy glorious name 
Remains the ſame, 


A Rock that ſtands for ever, 
G3 
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This, this is our ſure Refuge, 
| When Earth and Hell oppreſs us, 
= For Earth and Hell 
Bow down and fee] 


TY Almighty Name of Jesvs. 


3 Jesus, by Faith I place me 
Beneath thy Name's Protection: 
While Thou art nigh 
] dare defy 
The helliſh Inſurre&ion, 


On the accuſing Serpent 
After thy great Example, 
Fearleſs I tread, 
And bruiſe his Head, 
And on his Kingdom trample. 


4 I now admire the Worthies, 
And Saints in facred Story; 
Their Steps 2 
Their Wonders do, 
And emulate their Glory. 


By Faith they wax'd courageous, 
And bad their Foes Defiance, 
Strong in the Lox p 
Eſcap'd the Sword, 
And ſtopt the Mouths of Lions. 


By Faith they conquer'd Kingdoms, 
s And higher + _ hi 8 
March'd thro' the Sea 
1 '  Convoy'd, by Thee, 
| And walk'd unhurt in Fire. 


'Them in the burning Furnace 
Thou didſt, O Loxp, deliver; 
And in the Flame 
Thy Help I claim, 
And truſt in Thee far ever, 
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6 J aſk thy promis'd Succours, 
Nor fear Ia Denial: 
Thou Son of Man, 
My Soul ſuſtain 
Throughout the hery Trial. 


With thine Almighty Preſence 
Let me be ſtill attended, 
And lo! I dwell 
Secure in Hell, 


Till all my Days are ended. 


HYMN II. 


AFE in the fiery Furnace, 
Joyful in Tribulation, 
My Soul adores 
With all its Powers 
The Gop of my Salvation. 


Walking thro' Fire and Water 
J find his Preſence chearing, 
By Faith I ſee 
The Deity, 
And ſhout at his Appearing. . 


2 'The Fire of Perſecution, 
'The Floods of Sia ſurround me, 
The Flames forget 
Their Power to 3 
The Waters cannot drown me. 


Mlidſt undevouring Lions 
The Saviour's Arms embrace me, 
And from their Den 
He up again 


Shall for his Glory raiſe me. 


* 


* 
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| 3 Kept by the Strength of Jesvs, 
=. Almighty to deliver, 

E find his Name 

| Is ſtill the ſame, 

A Tower that ſtands for ever. 


| The Wrath of Men and Devils 
* With feeble Malice rages, 

A They cannot ſhock 

. Me on the Rock 

Of everlaſting Ages. 


4 I ſee outſtretch'd to fave me 
The Arm of my Redeemer ; 
That Arm ſhall quell 
The Powers of Hell, 
And ſilence the Blaſphemer. 


The God of my Salvation, 

The mighty Serpent-Bruiſer, 
Shall ſoon o'erthrow 
'The Brethren's Foe, 

And caſt down our Accuſer. 


5 He gives me now a Token 
Of his protecting Favour, 
I fhall be more 
Than Conqueror 
Thro? Thee my loving Saviour. 


I render Thee the Glory, 

I know Thou wilt deliver: 
But let me riſe 
Above the Skies, 

And praiſe thy Love for ever. 


\ 
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HYMN III. 


2 C OME put their Truſt in Chanots, 
8 And Horſes ſome rely on; 
But Gop alone 
Our Help we own, 
God is the Strength of Sion. 


His Name we will remember 

In every ſore 'Temptation, 
And feel its Powers, 
For Car1sT is ours 

With all his great Salvation. 


2 We are his ranſom'd People, 

And He that bought will have us, 
Secure from Harm, 
While Jzsv's Arm 

Is ſtill ſtretch'd out to ſave us. 

He out of all our Troubles 

Shall mightily deliver, 
And then receive 


Us up, to live 8 
And reign with Him for ever. 


HYMN IV. 


1 OW happy are we Who truſt in the Lox p! 
H Untroubled we ſee The imminent Sword; 
Our mercileſs Hater We calmly defy, 

Secure in a Nature, That never can die. 


— — „ — 


2 Deſtruction may come, The Scourge may o erflow, 
And blood-thirſty Rom? Our Country o erthrow; 

May torture and burn us, But never can ſhock, 
But never o' erturn us, Who ſtand on ths Rock. 
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3 The Waſter of Rome Is now on his Way, 
The Lion is come To ſcatter and ſlay : 
Beyond his free Power We run to the Lamb, 
And reſt in the Tower Of Jzsvs's Name. 


4 Our Life is ſecure, And hidden above, 
Our Safety is ſure As Jes us's Love; 
Our Joy and our Heaven Within us ſhall ſtay ; 
What Jesvs hath given None taketh away. 


5 In Tumult and War His Tokens we hear, 
The Noiſe of his Car Proclaims our Prince near: 
Plague, 1 and Famine, Are awfully 
join'd, 


To publiſh his Coming, Who ranſoms Mankind. 


6 We know that his Word And Promiſe are paſt ; 
Thy Kingdom, O Lox, Shall triumph at laſt: 
The Kingdoms before Thee, And Nations ſhall fall, 
And all Men adore Thee, The Monarch of All. 


—— —-— 


HYMN V. 


I Mnipotent Loxp, Whom Armies obey, 
And loſe at thy Word, Or carry the Day; 
With faithful Affection To Thee let us cleave, 
And in thy Protection Triumphantly live. 


2 Thou great Gop of War, Thine 1/-ae/ bleſs, 
For Conqueſt prepare, And grant us Succeſs: 
With Sorrow before Thee, And Shame let us fall, 
And meekly adore Thee, The Saviour of All. 


3 If firſt Thou chaſtiſe Our inſolent Boaſt, 
Yet bid us ariſe As out of the Duſt; 

In deep Tribulation Thy Power let us own, 
Aſcribing Salvation To Iꝝs us alone. 
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4 © Jesvs, if now Too many we are, 
Too ſtubborn to bow, And ſeek Thee in Prayer; 


By Judgments ſubdue us, But ſhew us thy Grace, 
But haſten to ſhew us The Light of thy Face. 


5 When humbly on Thee Alone we depend, 
We truſt Thou wilt be Our Helper and Friend; 
Go forth with our Armies, Our Leader and Guide, 
And Nothing ſhall harm us With Gop on our Side. 


— 


— 


HYMN VI. 


1 O Saviour of All, Who truſt in thy Love, 
And faithfully call For Help from above; 

To our Sapplication In Mercy attend, 

And ſend us Salvation, And Victory ſend. 


2 To Thee with our Heart And Spirit we cleave, 
Who takeſt the Part Of all that believe: 
Our Lox p we confeſs Thee, Whoever oppoſe, 
And joyfully bleſs Thee In Sight of thy Foes. 


3 Pluck*d out of the Flame, Thy Soldiers we ſtand; 
Fight under thy Name, And love thy Command: 
Our Captain and Saviour Thee, JIxs us, we hail, 
And truſt in thy Favour, Which never ſhall fail. 


4 Whatever thy Will And Wiſdom ordain, 
Our Safety is ſtill With Thee to remain: 
Our Lives are all hidden, Our Souls are above, 
And reſt in the Eden Of ranſoming Love. 


5 In Thee we have Hope, In Thee we have Peace, 
And calmly go up To final Succeſs: 
Thy Fear is our Treaſure, Thy Service our Gain, 
And we in thy Pleaſure Eternally reign. 


N. 
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